BY ORDER OF THE  SHAH

"When the heavy gates swung open, the rude onrush of
the ill-mannered dogs, eager to taste the comforts of home
life, almost bowled over the jackals, who filed out in
orderly fashion, looking forward, especially the young
bloods, to their country holiday. But like many town-bred
people, they did not know what to do when they got there.
They stood about in groups, feeling strange and awkward.
The sun sank below die horizon. The short twilight deep-
ened. A dismal wind sprang up, whirling sand into their
eyes. They huddled together, feeling more forlorn and
more at a loss than ever.

"Darkness fell. No good looking for anywhere to
sleep at that time of night. Nothing for it save to lie where
they stood. If you have slept indoors in a comfortable
padded basket all your life, you cannot expect a dreamless
sleep your first night in the open. But the next day's sun
soon loosed stiffened limbs. Indeed, for an hour or two
they found it pleasant to gambol, and made trials of speed
one against the other. Then arose the question of food.
There was no one to bring platters of cooked meat and
biscuit soaked in rich gravy. Nor was there any food to
bring. One or two of the most agile managed to catch
rabbits, but for the most part they went hungry. Each
day seemed longer than the last. Each night longer than
that. Finally, at sunset on the third day, they gathered
thankfully at the city gates, more than eager to return to a
soft life once again.

"Meanwhile, what of the dogs? After their helter-
skelter entrance into the city, each found himself a home,
and settled down for the night.

" 'What comfort! What luxury!* they murmured, as
they sank into soft baskets and fell into a deep refreshing
sleep. Next morning, when the townsfolk went about
their business, naturally they noticed the change. They
did not mind. The dogs offered no explanation of their
presence, which did not matter to their masters one way
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